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A Dialogue betwixt them compoſed in Verſe, 


If you will attend, Iwill rehearſe ; 3 
How the Mother did chide the Daughter for folly, EE bh” 
The Daughter with her Mother did not dally, Bae” 


To ſilence her Mother her ſelf fhe did fix, 
And proved her Mother to be a Meretrix. 
She ſtilPd her Mothers tongue that ſo loud did ſound, 
NuncPd her 242m, and got twice fifty pound. 
T hoſe two Fadillaes, as chaſte as Fane Shore, 
| Live quiet, that never did ſo before. 
The Tune is, Come Sweet-heart and Embrace thine own : or, The dancing of Primroſe-hill. 


* 


Aucdther. ht loves me beyond all meaſure, N 
N Hy how Nan, what is the reaſon, J am his joy, his dclight and his treature; 
that vou look lo pale and wan? Fine things he doth give me, ik youl belleve me, 
Nan. Alaſs Mother, all this Lent ſeaſon, D Mother I love his company, | 
I am ſtarte able to go oz to and: Afother. 
Pol bꝛoch it doth me cheriſh, Pow come you to love him now, 
warm fleth it doth me nourith, _ when founerly you did him hate? 
This cruel hard Lent, the time I repent, Nan. Fotfher J do p oteſt and vom, 
pea*e-pottage hath poyſoned me. ö A value him at a mighty rate: 
Mother. love him as J love mp life, 
It is a thing was never heard, he laid that | (ould be his wife, 
that Peaſe in Lent they ſhould be poyſon, if l was willing, with him to be billing, 
Some other thing is to be fear?d, Pe vowꝰ d that I ſhould be his Bzide. 
but thou wilt not tell me the reaſon ; =o Nan. 
Thy face it looks ſo pale and yellow, I waikt wit, him into the field, 
chy nole is ſharp, and thy cyes are hollow: and there l cropt a dainty lower; 
Something's the matter, good Nan do nat flatter, Ve imbꝛated me and then we bill's, 
tell me the truth whatever betide. and in the ſpace of half an hour, 
; Nan. And lying down upon his Belly, 
O Mother J will ſpeak the truth, what ſpo:t we had l will net tell xe: 
and not a lpe to you will tell; Ee did embꝛate me, kiſs me and face me, 
Fou know tl at George is a handſome Youth, @ Fother he made me merry. 
and otter young men doth excell : | „„ OE 
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Mother. 
thee foz thy pains, 
o be ſure thou art with-child: 


4. gal n por belly, 

0 J elſe, did J not tell ye, 

4 Ta t I will thee beat, 

r pꝛay hold your hand, 
Mother. 


nen. * let me ſee your bꝛeaſt, 

12 may know what will enſue, 

ing on't ſhe did proteſt, 

er Daughter was with child with two. 

that twenty times befoze, 

4 — on the very ſame ſtoꝛe: 

et ne er beguilꝰd to p:ove with⸗child, 
oy 65 wth pꝛay pardon me, 


Further I do put into your bead, 
and remember as well as I can: 
The Tinker laid you upon the bed, 
and ſaid he was a mettal man. 
He peeping i in pour face likewile, 
ſome of the ſmoot fell in your eyes, 
And in that place he collied pour face, 
O mother ve mumpt younow, =» 
And going to a Fair on a day, 
vou ſaid that it was fo2 your pleaſure, 
And there you muff buy new array, 
and babs the Taploꝛ to take meaſure. 
And toming home vou did lie down, 
the Tayloꝛ gave you a green gown ; 
Being in the Coꝛn rou catch a Thon: 
O mother iꝰ ve mumpt you now. 


er. Mother. a 
0 part n the it is not beſt, PE D-good ſweet Nan, come hold thy tongue, 
2 4a wil J put up this w. ong: thou art too hard fo2 me l find, 
| re Mother you do but jeſt, I will never do thee Wong, 
dt defire to hold your ton gue: fo! every Cat will after kind. 
ak that which is true, Thou art my dear and onely Daughter, 
eh 3 have ſeen by vou: ile give the right ready \ereafter ; - 


be you now. 
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not be willing ts hear of your billing, It thou wilt be quiet and will not repeat, 


_and never to mump thy mother no more. 


- Upon condition you wall give 


me all the bonds of pour uſe-money, 


To maintain me bade while live, 
. . 


r, that Aam will oY 


» 4 * 
, 19 o 4 ö * » 
s % 
E 
" x : 2 1 5 | 
© K 4 . 
3 


